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Claudius gave him one of his most raptorial looks. 'That
boy—" he began, "that boy ought never	" But he stopped
short, turning his head away, as if his decision not to go on was
too sudden even to give him time to lower his great eyelids.
"It's only,'* he said hastily, evidently anxious to turn No-man's
thoughts off the subject of the dead boy, "those—excavations.
I haven't been to Glymes about it yet."
"I should—have thought," remarked Dud, looking sharply
at him, "that there would be a—a prejudice against meddling
with Maiden Castle."
Claudius turned his eyes upon him. "That's just what I
mean," he said. "It's one of those cases when virtues are as bad
for Progress as vices—Evolution means Scientific Excavation
at one end and Scientific Experiment at the other. The more
you know about what was, the faster you can create what will
be. We must undermine all prejudices!"
An hour or so later Dud, his head full of his interview with
Old Funky, entered the Friary Lane house. Claudius had re-
tired to his place next door, announcing that when they were
ready to start they could give him a call.
No-man found Mrs. Dearth hard at work getting her house
in order. "Our Wizzie's a bit nervous this morning," she said.
"I expect it would have been better if I had just let her go on
sleeping—she said last night, when Mr. Wye was here and in-
vited us, that she'd like to see Glymes. He asked her himself,
but I don't think he made much of a hit with her. And she
seems to have woken up feeling a bit scared of us all. But you'll
see how she is. She's up and dressed—sitting by the fire."
Jenny Dearth paused, and then added, when Dud's foot was
already on the stair: "We must be very indulgent to her, my
dear. But you are. I think you're wonderful!" and she gave him
a slow, rich, deep smile that transformed her equine countenance.
He went on up, and softly opened the door of their bedroom.
He had got into the habit of approaching Wizzie's chamber in a
sort of tiptoe manner as if he were treading on a velvet carpet.
And now, once in her presence, he closed the door behind
him with as much care as if it were the entrance to a sick-
chamber. She was no longer dressed in what he had thought
of as her "nursemaid's costume." Mrs. Dearth had helped her
to get through quite a lot of shopping during these months
of their life together. He himself had been ungrudging in

